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E was only a little bit of
of a chap, and so, when
for the first time In his
life he came into close
contact with the endleas
curreat of human things,
it was as bard for him
to “stay put” as for some
wayward Jittle atom of
floteam and jetsam to keep from toss-
ing about in the surging tides of the
S6A.

His mother had left him there in
the blg toy shop, with instructions
not to move until she came back,
while she went off to do some mys-
terfous errand. She thought, mno
doubt, that with so many beautiful
things on every side to delight his
eye and hold his attention, strict
obedience to her commands would not
be hard. But, alas, the good lady
reckoned not upon the magnetic
power of attraction of all those lovely
objects in detail

When a phonograph at the other |k

end of the shop began to rattle off
melodious tunes and funny Jokes, In |
spite of the instruction Little Hillee
had received, off he pattered as fast
a8 his little legs would carry him to

investigate. After®that, forgetful of
sverything else, finding himself
caughc in the constantly moving

stream of Christmas shoppers, he was
borne along In the resistless eurrent
untll he found himself at last out up-
on the street—alone, free, and Inde-
pendent.

It was great fun, at first. By and
by, however, the afternoon waned, and
iittle Billee began to grow tired. He
thought of his mamma, and tried to
find the shop where he had promised
to remain qulet until her return. Up
and down the street he wandered until
his little legs grew weary; but there
was no sign of the shop, nor of the
beloved face he was seeking.

Once egaln, and yet once again
after that, did the little fellow tra-
verse that crowded highway, his
tears getting harder and harder to
keep back, and then—joy of joys—
whom should he ses walking slowly
along the sidewalk but Santa Claus
himaelf! The saint was strangely
decorated with two queerlooking
boards, with big red letters on them,
hung over his back and chest.

With a giad ery of happiness, Little
Billie ran to meet the old fellow, and
put his hand gently into that of the
saint. He thought It very strange
hat Banta Claus's hand shounld be so
red and cold and rough, snd =0
shapped; but he was not in any

j Little Billee, giggling.

J
home again, won't you? said the
child. ;

“Surest thing you Eknow!” an-
swered Santa Claus, looking down up-

f: | on the bright but tired little face with |
i} | & comforting smile.

“Where do you
live?™
“As If you didn't know that!” cried |

“Ha, be!” laughed Santa Claus. |
“Can't fool you, can 17 It would be
funny if, after keeping an eye on
¥ou ali these years since you was a
baby, 1 didn't know where vou lived, |
eh?”

“Awful funny,” agreed Little Billee. |

Just then Little Billee noticed for |
the first time the square boards that
Banta Claus was wearing.

“What are you  wearing those :
boards for, Mr. Santa Claus?” he
asked. '

If the lad had looked closely enough, |
he would have seen a very unhappy |
look come into the old man's face;

| banker,”

| gladdest of all

TR

that the sun had ocompletely disap-

peared over In the west, it was get-
ting very cold. “Thomas Harrison,
he muttered to himselfl.
“What, with the telephone book and
the city directory, I guess we can find
our way home with Little Billee.”
He led the little fellow into a pub-

| He telephone station, where he eager-

ly scanned the names in the book. At
last last it was found—"Thomas Har-
rison, seven-six-five-four Plaza.” And
then, in the seclusion of the tele-
phone booth, Santa Claus sent the
Christmas messages
over the wire to two distracted par
ents:

“l have found your boy wandering
in the street. He is safe, and I will
bring him home right away.”

Fifteen minutes later, there might
have been seen the strange spectacle
of a footsore Santa Claus leading a
sleepy little boy up Fifth avenuve to a
cross street, which shall be nameless.

but there was nothing of it in his
ADswer,

“Oh, those are my new-fangled
back and -chest protectors, my lad,”
he replied. “Sometimes we have bit-
ter winds blowing at Christmas, and |
I have to be ready for them. It would-
n't do for Santa Claus to come down
with the sneezes at Christmas time,
you know—no, siree! This board in
front keeps the wind off my chest, and

The boy vainly endeavored to per
suade his companion to “come in and
meet mamma.”

“No, Billee,” the old man replied
#adly, “T must hurry back. You see,
kiddle, this {s my busy day.”

willed, for Little Billee's papa, and
his mamma, and his brothers and sis-
ters, and the butler and the house-
maids wera walting at the front door
when they arrived.

Led by Little Billee's persistent fa-
ther, 8anta Claus went Into the house.
Now that the boy could see him in the
full glare of many electric lghts, his
fure did not seem the most gorgeous
things in the world. When the flap-
ping front of his red jacket flew open,
the child was surprised to see how
| ragged was the thin gray coat it cov-
| ered; and as for the good old saint's
| comfortable stomach-—strange to say,
| it was not!

"“I—I wish you all a merry Christ-
| mas,” faltered Santa Claus: “but I
really must be going, sir—"

“Nongense!™ c¢ried Mr, Harrison.
“Not uyntil you have got rid of this
chill, and—"
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" | “I can't gtay, sir,” said Santa. “Ill
’ nSmlTHEIQS - lose my job if I do”
{ “Well, what if you do? Il give

-
<

-9 /
ftHFE ; you a better one,” said the banker.
Gop 2 ™ | "I can’t—I can't!" faltered the man.
“1—I—I've got a Little Billee of my
| own at home waitin' for me, sir. If [
| hadn't” he added flercely, “do you
| suppose T'd be doin' this?" He point-
| ed at the painted boards, and shud-
| dered.

| “I guess Banta Claus is tired, paps,”
| sald Little Billee, snuggling up close-
|1y to the old fellow and taking hold
of his hand sympathetically. “He's
been walkin' a lot today.”

“Yes, my son,"” sald Mr. Harrison
gravely. “These are very busy times
for Banta Claus, and I guess that, as
he still has a hard night ahead of

“What Are You Wearing Those Boards
for, Mr. Banta Claus?”

the one behind keeps me from get- |
ting rheumatism in my back. They
are a great protection against the | him, James had better ring up Henry
weather.” and tell him to bring the car around
“You've got letters printed there” | right away, so that we may take him
sald the boy, peering around In front | back—to his lttle boy. We'll have to |
of his companion. “"What do they lend him & fur coat, to keep the wind

spell? You know I haven't learned | ﬂ;ot:'g; :';d it Llll L bgtl::. n!"llhtl-l: .
to read yet." s
“ ‘Merry Christmas to Everybody!" "™ | told you about these boards he wears.
said Banta Claus ulh“tm'm.Iﬂlhu’omtolmthoﬂndol.mﬂ
printed there so that everybody can | they're fine, papa!” Little Billes
see them; and if I miss wishing any- pointed to the two rign-boards which |
m.m-y Christmas | Banta Claus had leaned against the
mltmﬁ 'h.‘“h“i'lﬂ. “K.ll!lh.m'emoncﬂlﬂ'
e same.”
They walked on now in il M'lllhtl.“thelldwantnn. mh‘.r
A 008, writing on ‘em, too. Do know
Little Billee was beginning to feel al- = (T8 8 L F00: oy
“Yes," sald Mr. Harrison, glaneing
at the boards. “It says ‘If You Want
& Good Christmas Dinner for a Quar
ter, Go to Smithson's Cafe.""
Little Billee roared with lsughter. |
*Papa’s trylng to fool me, just as

“] guess I'd Uke to go home now,
Mr. Banta Claus,” he sald. “I'm tired,
and I'm afraid my mamma will be
wondering where I've gone to.” | you did when you pretended not to
nrrml. BO, my llu. m'” H ho‘ 'Iltl'e I “'ed, Bllltl Cll.'ll..,” h.
Santa Claus, stopping short in his | sald, looking up Into the old fellow's
walk up and down the block. “Your  face, his own countenance brimming
mother will be wom.ﬂ. for a M: | over with mirth. “You mustn't thint
and your father, too—I know how he can’t read, though,” the lad added

I'd teel it my little boy got losted and | Destlly. “He's only joking"
hadn't come home at dinner time. 1 Oh, no, Indeed, I shouldn't have

don't belleve you know where you  thought that” replied BSanta Claus,
live, though—now, honest! Come! | Smiling through his tears.

But it was not to be as Santa Claus

! learned so little of it that the life of
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this communi.:

of our town is his own prosperity.
But when he sends his money to the mail order houses HE DOES NOT

STOP TO THINE THAT HE 1S NOT HELPING TO PAY THE REQUIRED |

TAXES IN HIS OWN COMMUNITY:; not that he does not pay his own legally
assessed taxes, but that he is not helping qur local merchants to pay the tuxes
necessary to support the community.

The mall order man has absclutely no interest in the community. He
plays the part of a fisherman—strolling about, casting a line hers and there, '

where he thinks the best fishing Is to be found, and after pulling out the figh

;Iu departs. The mall order man does not contribute to the upkeep of the

community. He merely takes away from It
| When a farmer sends his dollars to the mail order house he prevents a
certain amount of improvements, say, for instance, in road building, here in

{our county. The mall order man does not help to bulld our roads, but the

'local storekeeper does.
If we keep the dellars at home they will keep on helping us all. Dollars,

{spent at home, come home to roost. They come back In the upkeep of our |

/town and county institutions. We have none too many dollars at the most
iIm our community and it seems a shame to send any of them away to the
‘mall order houses, where we will never see them again.

The dollars we send away help the mail order man to take a vacation
in Europe or at the seashore. THEY HELP HIM TO MAINT2IN HIS AUTO-
MOBILE AND TO RIDE ON PAVED ROADS.

If we keep these same dollars at home they will help us to have better
roads in our own county. Of course, the mail order man pays his taxes In
the city, which helps to pave the streets of the city, but we here in our
town don't benefit by that. Therefors, the best thing for us to do is keep
our money &t home, where it will do us some good.

OUR LOCAL MERCHANTS WILL USE THE DOLLARS TO GOOD AD-

VANTAGE BY HELPING TO PAY THE TAXES HERE—THE TAXES Ri-
QUIRED TO BUILD GOOD ROADS. EVERY DOLLAR SPENT IN OUR
HOME TOWN MEANS IMPROVEMENTS AT HOME.

The merchants of our town deserve the patronage of the people in our
/eommunity. They are a part, a very large part, of the community and they
pay a major portion of the taxes. Tha more business they do the more taxes
they must pay and the more taxes pald Into the county treasury, the more
| improvements we can have,

Unlegs we are careful and watch our own interests we will find out to
our cost that the ultimate result of the mall order scheme will be the cen-
‘tralization of all of the country business in the largs cities and the absolute
:dentmctlon of the financial interesis in the small cities and towns. The only
'way to prevent thls s to stop sending our orders to the mail order houses.

Let the dollars come home to roost. That Is the only way, and they will
icome home to roost If we do not send them too far away. The dollars spent
locally wlll circle around and keep things lively, but If sent away we must
'get more dollars from outside to take their place. It Is not always an easy
matter todo this. THE SAFEST THING TO DO IS TO TAKE NO CHANCES,
BUT TO SPEND THEM AT HOME WITH THE LOCAL STOREKEEPERS.

If we had any expectation that the mail order man would ever do any-
thing to help our community, things might be different. But there is no
chance. He comes to us in the garb of an artful decelver, with gross mis-
representations, false promlses and a record of disappointments. But we
welecome the opportunity to again place ourselves on record as belng his
dupes. There {sn't & grain of kindness in his whole makeup. He demands
his cash In advance and gives you that which he wishes to send. You have
no redress. You have no rights that he is bound to respect.

The mere fact that we are sllly enough to send our monsy away, out of
our own community, to a strangkr, thereby Injuring our own business pros-
pects and jeopardizing our own prosperity, justifies him In believing that he
can take the most outrageous llbertles with us.

Bread cast on the waters will return, not so with dollars sent to the mall

order house. Turkeys will come home to roost, if somebody-does not eatch |

them,
BUT DOLLARS WILL COME HOME TO ROOST IF WE KEEP THEM
{IN CIRCULATION IN OUR HOME TOWN. TRY IT

A PROFITABLE FARM MUST MAKE

Each Ten Years Becauss It Is the Average Life Of
Machines—One Good Binder Ought To Last Twenty
Years At Least—Use Paint On Wood Surfaces

(By J. C. MeAmis, Division of Extension, University of Tennsases.)

One of the absolute requirements of, that it stores would depreciate If e»
@ highly profitable farm is the eficient | posed. But machines should be
uwse of farm machinery. The average|housed at all hazards where they wil]
farmer in Tennessee thinks so him-| De dry, both overhead and underneath.

self, because he s spending large| ! there ls dampness under machinery,
amounts for squipment. it will collect molsture and the irom

will rust and the woed will rot very
The strange part of it all is that be|p 4y Tog often machines have been
has realized so well the value of ma- | griven under s leaky shed, or & large |
ehinery, and yet has learned so little | tres, which is even worse than letting [
of the art of caring for it, both while | them stand entirely in the open. More
in use and while It {8 idle. He has|often, however, they are stored in the
blg machine shed, which has the fleld
tence for walls and the sky for a roof,
It Is a very expensive shed.
Many machines are ruined by not

most farm muachines {s aot more than
half what it should be.
Records show that the initial outlay

e
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VERY farmer who makes our town his market place has an Interest In
The fact that he is a member of the commuuity
makes much difference (o him when he considers that the prosperity

" Little Billee, as the other's hand un-

« right, kiddfe,” Santa Claus agreed.

| 'Fess up, Billee, you don't know
| where you live, do you?”

“Why, yes, I do,” sald Little Billea.
| “It's In the big gray etone house with
|the fron fence in front of it, near the
park."”

“Oh, that's easy enough!" laughed
Banta Claus nervously. “Anybody
could say he lived ih a gray stone
house with & fence around ft, near
the park; but you don't know what |
street it's on, nor the number, elther |
I'll bet fourteen wooden giraffes |
agalnst & monkey on & stickl!” }

“No, T don't” sald Little Billee i
frankly; “but I know the number of |
our ortymobile., It's—N. Y.'"

“Fine!"” laughed Santa Claus. Then
he reflected for a moment, eyeing the
child anxlously.

“l don't beleve yon even know
your papa’s name,” he said.

““Yes, 1 do,” sald Little Billee indig-

|
|

A the Toy-8hop.

mamma at home—wherever that might
be. Little Billes had never thought to
fnguire just where home was. All
he knew was that it was a big gray
stone house on & long strest some-
where, with a tall iron railing in front
it, not far from the park.

“Howdidoo, Mr. Santa Claus?” said

“Bplendid! Made of tin, I suppose,
with a nice little hole at the top to.

S

- . | bas more than a million windows in
m:ﬂt"” nednu;lr.:h:.;;d it. I went down there with my mamma
¢ ’ to papa's office the other day, so [

the old fellow, glancing down at his

friend, with surprise gleam-
“Nobody better. By the way,
Billee, what does your mamma call
your papat ‘Billee,; Uke you?" he
added.

“Oh, no, indeed,” returned Little
Billee. “She calls him papa, except
once in a while when he's going away,
and then she says, ‘Good-by, Tom.'"

“Fine again!” said Santa Claus,
blowing upon his filngers, for. now

“Oh, I'm out” sald Little Billee
bravely. “My mama leff me a little
‘while ago while she went off about

and I guess I got losted.
‘But it's all right now, I'm found again,

ain't 1™
| “Oh, ves, Indeedy, you're found all

| ®And pretty soon you'll take Ime

“I've been joking, have I?" sald Lit-
tle Blllee's papa. “Well. then, Mr.
Billiam, suppose you Inform me what
it says."

“‘Merry Christmas to Everybody,"
said Little Billee proudly. “I couldn’t
read it myself, but he told me what It
said. He has it printed there so that
if he misses saying It to anybody,
they'll know he means f{t just the
game,”

By Jove, Mr. Santa Claus,” cried
Little Billee's papa, grasping the old |
man warmly by the hand, “T owe you
ten million apologies! 1 haven't be-
Heved in you for many a long year;
but now, gir, 1 take it all back. You
do exist,and, by the great horn spoon,
you are the real thing!"

Little Billee had the satisfaction of
acting as host to Santa Claus at a
good, luscious dinner, which Santa
Claus must have enjoyed very much.
After dinner Henry came with the au-
tomoblle, and, bidding everybody good
night, Santa Claus and Little Billee's
papa went out of the house together.

Christmas morning dawned, and Lit-
tle Blllee awoke from wonderful
dreams of rich gifts, and of extraordi-
nary adventures with his new-found:
friend, to find the reality quite as
splendid as the dream things.

As for Santa Claus, Liifle Billee has
not seen him again; but down at his
father's bank there is a new messenger,
named John, who has a volce so like
Banta Claus’ volce that whenever Lit-
tle Billee goes down there in the mo-
tor to ride home at night with his
paps, he rons into the bank and has
s long talk with him, just for the
pleasure of pretending that it is Santa
Chaus he is talking to.

must be replaced each ten years, be
ocause that is the average life of ma
ohines, This means that one-tenth of
the value of all machines is spent
each year to buy new ones. Records
further show that In special cases, the
same machines have done the same
work and lasted twice as long. A
good binder ought to last twenty years
with a crop of fifty to & hundred
mcres; a farm wagon should last fifty
years, a hay rake or graln drill, twen-
ty-ive years; a diso harrow, fifteen
years. But the fact remains that only
& few of them reach this age. Why?
Because they are not properly housed,
repaired and painted.

This is the season of the year to do
these three things. More machines
rust out than wear out. The former
Josa {s a preventadbls ome to a large

space on the farm to take care of the
implements during the winter, a shed
should be bullt, but not a cheap one.
It is possible to bulld a shed that will

being properiy olled and not having
bolts kept tight. These are less com:
apicious mistakes and attract little
attention, but they are expensive ones
' nevertheless, Those who are living
on the farm know best how many
trips are made to the distant shop or
store for repairs to meet an emer-
gency. They probably do not realize
the expense of such trips when the
teams and the men must le idle, and
the crops damsage In the walting.
Surely if they had made such a cal
culation, the repairs would have been
attended to during the winter before, '
when the men were idle. Now Is the
time when all machines should be
brought from the flald and note made
of the repairs needed; or better still,

depreciate as much as the machinery

they should be brought from the fleld
promptly as soon as used, even if they
are to be used sgain in a few days,
and repairs made at the earliest oon-
venient time. Dirt should be removed
from all wearing parts, a coating of
axie grease applied, bolts tightened,
missing or broken paris repisced, and
wood work painted.

-What “BeeDee” Means

inside ihe.package, nd RESULTS aad SATIS:
e cka
FACTION 'aiicr the contents have been uscd, Ry e Dje by
Always ask for "‘Bee Dee” when you buy a stock | somctine, we take ples- \
e b B |
m puse, n a w B 'End
Wwa b anp:l are genuine medicines Iin’t' you can ol thorn. S
depend on. MeMilien Stock Parm,
STOCK & POULTRY ey o |
Bee '?-)ee MEDICINE
5 LINIMENT—-DIP You can get them at '

Bee Dee Hea!'r § Powder—Bee Dee Colic Remedy

your dealer's. p.p "

&

That Satisfactory Kind of Printing --- The Kind we do

C0LD YoU HAe

»s5. doctors: bills and

may bring si

loss of work; you know thut serious
sickness usually starts with a cold, and
a cold mll'\‘ exists where ‘weakness
exists.  Memiember thal.

Overcome the weakness and natire

cures the cold—that is the law of
reason, Carefully avoid drugged pills,
syrups or stimulants; they are only
props and braces and whips.

Itisthe pure medicinal nourishmest
in Scott’s Emulsion that quickly ea-
riches the blood, strengthens the lungs
and helps heal the air passages.

And mark this well—Scott's Emul-
sion generates body heat as protection
against winter sickness. Get Scoil’s
at your drug store /o-day, It always

strengthens and builds up.
14-51 Scolt & Bowne, Hicomfield, N. J.

E.L. WIRT & SON, Agents, Cookevilie
TRL R, HICKS 189156 ALMANAC

The Rev. Irl . liicks Almanac, now
ready, grows more ropular and veeful
with each passing yvear. It 18 a fixed
necessity “In homes, shops and com-
merciaal establishments sll over this
and valuable

This famou

continent

Year bask on asiron.m ~torms,weath-
er and caihquakes choulid e In every
home und oflico I'rof~sor Hilcka
crmpletés his brgt lesue of Hla great
Almanae at the close of his seveatleth
year. The Almanac will he mailed for
33 cents. The Roev. Irl . Hicks fine
Magazine, Word and Works,ls sent one
year, w'th 2 couny of his Almanae, for

only one dollar. Send for them to
Word and Works Publishing Company,
3401 Franklin Ave. St. Louis, Mo.You
will never regret your investment. Try
it for 1915,

CALUMET
BA

KING POWDER
—And it does

better work, Sim-
ply follow your cus-
tomary method of pre-
paration—add a little
less of Calumet than
when using ordinary
baking powder. Then,
watch the result.
Light, fluffy,and even-
ly raised—the baking
comes from the oven
moretempting, tastier,
more wholesome.

Calumet snsures the
baking of an expert. Ask

—
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